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PROLOGUE. 



Spoken by Mr. BENS LEY. 

WHEN firft our bard advent'rous left the lhore, 
To tempt the drama's depth, untry'd before £ 
With beating heart his trembling fail he rearM, 
While critic fands and envious rocks he fear'd. 
But your indulgence fwelFd the profp'rous wind* 
And fafe convey'd him to the port defign'd. 
The track, yourfelves approv'd, be now purfues, 
And for a fecond trip his care renews. 

Oft, in the fdeht hours of teeming thought, 
As flatt'ring profpe&s in his bofom wrought, 
Hope imag'd to his fight your ftarting tear, 
And brought the welcome plaudit to his ear ! 
But while he now revolves that mutual fame 
Should join the poet's and the a&or's name, 
O 1 let him here one tender tribute pay, 
To early worth, untimely fnatch'd away ! 
To him, who once, alas ! his fcene infpir'd, 
Whofe foftnefs melted, and whofe fpirit fir'd ! 
While to the friend this grateful debt he pays, 
Each gen'rous breaft will fure confirm the praife ; 
With you, his honeft zeal muftibnd approved, * , 
Which makes this ofPring to thtr mart he Wd l : 
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Dramatis Perfbnae. 



DEMOPHOON, Mr. BENSLEY. 

TIMANTHES, Mr. S M I T H. 

CHERINTHUS, Mr. WROUGHTON. 

MATHUSIUS, Mr. CLARKE. 

ADRASTUS, Mr. GARDNER. 

O R C A N E S, Mr. D A V I S. 

O LINT H US, a Child. 

ISMENA, Mrs. YATES. 

CEP HIS A, Mrs. BULK LEY. 



Officer, Guards, Attendants j 
Chorus, of Priests and Virgins. 

SCENE, Thrace 
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TIMANTHES: 

A 

T R A G E D Y. 

ACT L 

S C EN E, The pdha. 
Enur Adhastus and Orcanis. 



nr> 



OR CANES* 

ilMANTHES is arriv'd. 

■ ADRAST US. 

■*" The fetting fun 

Gilds his returning enfigns.— Great Demophoort 
Prepares to welcome home his conquering Ton, 
And meet him with a father's love* 

or can ES. 

• And yet 
Amidft this hour of triumph, forrow clouds 
The fplendor of a vigor's arpis : this ev* 
Fore- runs a day of fad fojemiyty. 

ADRASTUS, 
Orcanes, yes— that fun, whofe chearful light 
Smiles on the iianfclif* % ^ that pip t ii?g< leads 

J B His 



Digitized by 



Google 



2 TIMANTHES: 

His flock to fold, muft, ere to-morrow's noon, 

Behold his altar ftain'd with guiltlefs blood. ' 

Thou know'ft long fince the oracle required 

A virgin's life in annual facrifice ; 

And every yea^ on this returning day, 

In folemn gtesour weejping Thjpce^giyes up ^ 

The melancholy victim. 

ORC AN E S. 

Have the priefts 
Receiv'd jjie virgins yet, whofy names muft ftarfd * 
To-morrow's dreadful chance ? 

A D R A STXTS. 

Not yet — ,and thence 
I fear new evils may arife : 'tis whifper'd, 
I know not what, of fomething that portends 
Gonteft and tumult to the ftate : Mathufius, 
The hoary chief, beneath whofe faltering care 
Our young Timanthes learn'd the trade of war, 
Grown old in toils, an alien to the court, 
Now lives fequefter'd, fince the Jring dtfpleas'd* „ , 
RecalFd him from command, and in his ftead 
Left his }>rave fon to guide the Thracian files : 
Retir'd he dwells, where on the city's fkirts 
The fea in tempefts breaks ; or where, in calms, 
Its glafly waves reflect the trembling towers j 
With him refides his daughter fair lfrrieria. ' 

OR q A>N E S. 

The coldnefs 'twixt Demophoon and Mathufius 
Has reach'd the public notice j born to fhine V 

Jn camps alone, Mathufius has not learnt 
The foft addrefs to rife in c#uft$» * 

A D R A S T V S. 

'Tistrue,. 
And DJ26d with him,. Timanthes hat tmbib'd 

Hk 
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( A TRAGEDY, i 

His temper's warmth, which oft, by youth inflam'd, 
Flies to extremes — Cherinthus, his young brother, 
Is form'd of fofter mould ; yet both poflefs 
Demophoon's heart ; and born of different queens, 
He in Timanthes feems to prize the gifts 
Of manly fortitude, while in Cherinthus 
He loves the milder virtues that revive 
His queen Serena's memory. 

O R c a N E s. 

Cherinthus 
Is now expe&ed from the Phrygian land, 
Sent by Demophoon on fome embaify 
Of high concern -*• but fee the king approaches. 

Enter Demophoon attended. 

Demophoon. 
'Tis well — Mathufius* abfence on the eve 
Of this important day, when he fliould meet 
My conquering fon, the pupil of his arms, 
Argues a ftubbornnefs and difregard 
A fovereign ill can brook : we own his deeds, 
His years of fervice for the ftate ; — but tell 
The all-prefuming man, that merit, felf 
O'er-rated, cancels its reward — Adraftus, 
Ought hears't thou of Cherinthus ? 

A D R A S'rUS, 

No, my liege; 
But to the cThracian port, the favouring winds 
Muft bring his veflel, ere the clofe of eve. 
Forgive a fubje&'s freedom, but you feem 
Opprefs'd with fecret care. 

DEMOPHOON. 

The time, Adraftus, 
Now cilta for meditation, and how few * ' 

' • * B 2 Arc 
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4 TIMANTHES: 

Are a king's hours of peace, whofe cv*ry day 
Teems with fome counfel for the public weal, 

ADRASTUS. 

Yet thi6 aufpicious day my king muft own 
Sets not with common luftre, when your fon, 
The brave Timanthes, from the Scythian land. 
Adds to his father's brow new wreaths of fame, 
And to his people gives the palms of peace. 
No, facred fir, the hardy fons of Thrace 
Did never ^celebrate with greater joy 
A conquering chief's return. 

DEMOPHOON. 

Well pleased I hear 
My faithful people's Ihouts afcend the fky; 
And fympathize in thofe exulting founds, 
That to the much-lov'd name of my Timanthes, 
Join every wifli — but hark ! the vi&or comes. 

Enter Timanthes attended* 

TIMANTHES. 
Royal fir ! 

To whom Tirpanthes 0wns fa double tie 
Of fon and fubjeft i fee him now return'd 
From Scythia's kingdom with fucceCs and conqueft 
To grace a father's throne— 

P8MOPHOON. 

Timanthes, rife: 
The king and father give thee double welcome, 
And treble praife to Mars the armipotent, 
That gives Pcmopboon in his dadiftg fon 
His kingdom's beft defender, 

T I M A N T » E 8. 

Thanks to heaven, 
Whoft faiil^ hawgrae'd my uwxpcrteac'4 **m$! 

• I may, 
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A TRAGEDY. 5 

X may, without a blufh, coofefs my doeds : 
Yes, we have conquer'd ; never view'd the fun 
A more extenfive flaughtcr : 'midft the tumult 
Of fear and rage, were blended undiftinguifli'd 
The bnpe, the bafe, the vidor and the vanquilh'd. 
The day at length was ours ; if you demand 
A proof of this, behold yon' captive bands, 
Behold yon' fhattcrM arms and ftreaming cnfigns. 

DEMO'PHOON. 
'Tis not alone o'er the ftern Scythian foe 
Thou fpread'ft thy trophies j by fubduing him, 
Thou triumph'ft in D^mophoon's brcaft — mean-time 
In this embrace receive my pledge of love : 
Thy father welcomes thee ~ proceed, my fon, 
Urge on thy courfe to honour's furtheft goal, 
Till verging on the extreme of age, Demophoon 
Beholds thy fame eclipfe his own — but toils 
Demand refreshment, and the weary'd arm 
Of valour gains new vigour •from repofe. 
But I have that requires thy private ear ; 
X*et all, except Timanthes, leave the prefence. 

[Exeunt attendants. 

Manent Demophoon and Timanthes. 

DEMOPHOON. 
Come near, my fon — thou little think'ft how much 
Thy happinefs employs my careful breaft. 
While in the diftant fields of fame Timanthes , 
Encounter'd dangers for his father's honour, 
Demophoon's thoughts were all employed at home, 
To blefs his glad return with halcyon days. 

TIMANTHES. 
Have I not felt your goodneft ? fince the time 
Of early childhood to the ripening age 
-: Of 
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6 TIMANTHES: 

Of manly life, a father has prevented 
My every wifh.— 

DEMOPHOON. 

Thou know'ft Argea dy'd 
Ere twice fix moons had taught thy tongue to lifp 
A mother's name — two years elaps'd, once more 
I try'd the nuptial band : Cherinthus crown'd 
This fccond union — but his birth, alas ! 
Was fatal to Serena ; and with her, 
In me the hufband dy'd ; and now the father 
Engrofles all my foul. 

TIMANTHES. 

Still may Timanthes 
With filial duty footh your days in peace, 
And oft as war {hall call your banners forth 
Return with conqueft home. 

DEMOPHOON. 

Thou canft not tell 
How dear I hold thee — to the toil of arms 
Love gives its foft relief, and beauty beft 
Smooths the rough front of war : tho* now my years 
Roll forward, and the fummer of my life 
Yields to declining autumn, well I know 
What youth has been, and what befits the age 
When jocund fpring leads up the laughing hours. 

T I M A N T H E S. 
Alas ? my lord, let not your goodnefs tafk 
Timanthes' gratitude, I afk no more 
To crown my labours than Demophoon's fmiles. 
What blifs is wanting to that chief, whofe arms 
Defend his fovereign's throne and guard his pebple ? 

DEMOPHOON. 
Yes, my lov'd fon, Cephifa's virgin charms, 
Cephifa, daughter to the Phrygian king, 
Shall be thy valour's great reward. 

XI- 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



A TRAGEDY. j 

T1MANTHES. 
Cephifa ! 

DEMOPHOON. 

What mean'ft thou? Wherefore hangs this fudden gloom 
O'er thy diang'd features ? Can Cephifa's beauties, 
Whom fighing kings *— nay more-— ' 

TIMANTHE5. 

Yet hear me, fir, 
Be not difpleas'd with your Timanthes — Heav'n's 
My witnefs, .gladly would I yield my Hfe, 
If fuch a facrifice could aught avaH 
To infure Demophoon's peace — Jwit I xonfefs 
Repugnance hercrT* 

demopeoon; 

x ; , ^ t Timanthes ! — 

TI MAK THE*.' ;! 
■ ;" . . -Tho' I own, 
(What fine has loudly fpoken) every virtue 
That decks the royal virgin, yet if aught •■ 
My deeds have merited -r . . „ , 

DEMOPHOON. 
' , i Where- can we find 
Anodier. partner for Timanthes' bed, 
Unlefs a fubje£ born ? t- Think not, my ion, > 
The (hades.. of our great auceftors (hall bluflx 
To fee. their line difgrae'd — from them we hold 
The ftatutc, that condemns to death the fubjeft 
Who weds with royal blood j and whilft I live 
I'm guardian of the laws, and will enforce thorn * 
Even with fevcreft rigour, 

TIM AN TH E S. 
Sacred, fir ~ 

ErJzr 
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S T f M ANT HE S^ 

£^r Orcanej. 

OR'CANES, 

The Phrygian fhipv »y lord, ar ^ now defcry'd 
Full fleering to the port, their fpreading fail* 
Swell in the winds that waft them to the fhore. 

DEM OP BOON. 
*Tis well — go thpu, my fo»,. to meet thy brother, 
And bid the princefe welcome to the land : 
Myfelf would with thee, but the priefta demand 
My prefence at ths temple, to confult 
To-morrow's mournful rites. 

TIMANTM18. 

[qfide.'] Doubts rife on doubt* f : 
This dreadful facrifiee — yet ftay, my father — 

DEMOPHOON. 
What would'ft thou ?-*-fpeak — * 

TIMANTHES. 

• Aiasriknawnot^wfat^ 
Fain would I uttei-* But-- . 



DEMOPHOON. 

Ko more* F cannot 
Prolong the pcecioue time in vam debate: 
The terms are fettled, prmee — tfcen fummon dl v 
Thy virtud to *efl>e& a parent's wSJ, " 

And drefs thy look© in fmiks to mffc^Cephifc. 

[Exeunt t>emophoon andibrcttxeb,* 

Timanthe^ *lmu 
Ha ! dreamy looks in finiles to me*t Qepfrf* ! 
What have I heard !— O ! where's. Jfaen* iw*,; „ t . 
That once could footh my c&res ! whofe beauty bell 
Smooth'd the rough talk of war — Methinks even noi* 
She chides the lingering hours— then let me fly, 

P ~ Steal 
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A tragedy; 9 

Steal unperceiv'd upon the beauteous mourner, 
And with Timanthes' love relieve her forrows ! 

[Exit. 

SCENE, A Garden. 

Enter Mat h-u s itfs and Ism en a. 

I 8 M B N A, 
Yet hear me, fir, nor chide your lov'd Ifinena, j 

If fhe prefume, with unexperienc'd counfel, 
To guide a father's thoughts — Alas ! I fear 
The fond impatience of paternal tendernefe 
But makes that evil fttre, which fortune elfe 
May otherwife difpofe. — Has not Demophoon 
Difpatch'd fome delegates to Delpbos* {hrine, 
Once more- to feek a period to the fcourge 
That hangs each year on our devoted Thrace ? j 

MATHUSIUS. 
From thence no comfort fprings — This very morn 
Arriv'd, thqy from the facred tripos brought 
Their doubtful anfwer, that the land muft groan 
Beneath the wrath of heaven, till to himfelf 
Th' offender (hall be known, who, guiltlefs, now, 
Ufurps a prince's right. 

IS MEN A. 
Myfterious aH ? 
MATHUSIUS. 
Mean-time deftru&ion with remorfelefs fury 
Hangs o'er my child, the darting of my age ! 
- And ftfall I then content — 

I S M E N A. 

Yet recollect 
Your wonted fortitude—why fhould you hope 
That, 'niidftthfc weeping maidsr of Thrace, Ifmeria 

C Should 
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,o TIM ANT HE Si 

Should ftand exempted from the fatal urn ? ** 
Yqu plead the king perhaps — 

MATHUSItTS. 

And jufl; the plea : 
Am I, becaufe afubjedt, lefs a father'? 
Apollo wills fome virgin, nobly born, a ; 

Should ftain his altar every year with blood. 
Let him recall his daughter, kept at diftance 
With artful policy — let him expofe 
Her name in yonder urn, and kt him prove 
What pangs diftraft a wretched parent's breaft 
When his heart trembles, as the priefi-draws ntear 
The facred vafe, while with a folemn mien 
His lips prepare to fpeak the vi&im's . name. 

I S M E N A. 
Alas ! my lord, caft round your eyes, behold 
The Thracian court, and mark her proudeft nobles 
Whofe hearts have (hudder'd on this awful day 
For a chad's threaten'd life —/lis true Arfene, 
The firft-born off-fpring of his queen Argea, 
Refides at diftance from Demophoon's palace : 
But yet refleft, that, fingly to refufe 
Ifmemi's name, will but incenfe the king : 
Let not my danger urge you to expofe ■ • . 
Your age to further woe— too much already 
He views you with an unpropitious eye. 
I dread to think, if now too far provok'd, 
What mifchief may enfue ! 

MATHTJSIU8. 

In vain thou tell'ft me 
Of wrath or hatred in his breaft, while reafon 
Aflerts my caufe, and heaven infpires my thoughts. 
Was it for this I taught his arms to conquer, 
Afld bjed his fon to greatnefe ? Yes, by me 

The 
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A TRAGEDY. n 

The Scythian foe is vanquifh'd ; and by me 
This eve Timanthes comes in triumph home. 

I S M E N A. 
Timanthes, O! my heart! [aftde.] What fays my lather, 
Is then the prince return'd I 

MATHUSIUSv 

He is, Ifmena, 
And comes in happy hour : his generous foul 
Difdains not to remember that Mathufius 
Taught his young fword to reap in glory's field : 
To him Twill appeal — he will, with pity, 
Behold a parent's fufferings. 

I S ME N A. 

Yet, my father, 
Should the brave prince, with fympathizing heart, 
Plead vainly with Demophoon, O ! forbear 
To urge the conteft further : hope, the genius 
That ftill has watch'd your years of danger paft, , 
Will guard your age from anguifh. 

MATHUSIUS. 

Ceafe, Ifmena, 
To oppofe, with fruitlefs words, my fix'd refolve : 
No, if I ftill muft be condemn'd to feel 
This anguifh of the foul, yon haughty monarch 
Shall fliare with me thofe fears a father knows, 
Nor ftand excluded from Mathufius' pangs ! 

[Exit. 
I s m E N A alone. 

The tempeft thickens round ! my little bark ^ 
That, till this hour has ftemm'd life's boifterous wave, 
At length, I fear, muft fink — Timanthes comes, 
He comes with conqueft crown'd, but where are now 
Ifmena's finifcs*to meet him ! Is it -thus, 

C 2 With 
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t% TI M AN T H E S; 

With tears Ul-omen'd, with foreboding fcgtis, 
I give him welcome he/e ! . k 

Enter Timan*hes. 

My life ! my lord ? 
Com'ft thou again, preferv'd from danger's field, 
To thefe fond arms ! 

TIMANTHES. . . 

Yes, 'midft the fterner deeds 
Which glory claim'd, thy image, prefent ftill, 
Sooth'd every toil — And art thou then the fame 
As when I left thee at the call of honour ? 

ISMENA. 
Canft thou then doubt me ! If thy heart, Timanthe 
In the rough (hock of war, and clang of arms, 
Forgot not fofter hours of peace and love, 
Think'ftthou, Ifmena, 'midft thefe (hades, that oft 
Have witnefs'd to our mutual vows, would ever 
Caft off remembrance that (he once was happy ? 

TIMANTHES. 
Forgive the fondnefs of o'erfiowing love 
That wiflies ftill to hear thofc gentle lips 
Breathe their foft vows — How fares my boy Olinthus i 
The precious fruit of our connubial joys, ' ' 
That heaven beftowed while, diftant with thy father, 
Four fprings renewing fince the Thracian grove, 
Timanthes march'd againft his country V foes ? 

ISMENA.. 
Some God, that watches o ? er this pledge of love, 
Sure crowns his tender age with growing beauty, 
Or the fond mother with imagin'd grace . 
Has deck'd his infancy j his looks already 
Aflume thy manly fteronefs i when b$ ftailea, 

He's 
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A TRAGEDY. 13 

He's all thyfelf ; and oft as I can fteal 

A wifh'd-for look, I gaze with rapture on him, 

And think I view Timanthes, till deceiv'd 

With the dear thought, I ftrain him to my breaft, 

And in the fon embrace the abfent father. 

TIMANTHES. 
What place contains our infant hope ! O ! kid, 
Lead me, Umena, where thefe longing eyes 
May in his features read a father's iikenefs, 
Or fee them blooming with his mother's charms. 

I S M E N A. 
Alas ! my lord, awhile fupprefs thefe warm 
Paternal feelings — ibme few miles remote, 
Sequefter'd from the city, on the edge 
Of the rude foreft, Areas and Ianthe, 
A ruftic pair, unconfeious of their charge, 
Rear his young life — Atnidft the obferving eyes 
That watch a prince's deeds, you muft beware, 
And but with caution fee him — Heaven allows 
To us with fcanty hand the parent's joys, 
In the foft moments of o'erflowing^ nature, 
To clafp him in our fond endearing arms, 
And blefs the prattler with the tongue of tranfport. 

TIMANTHES. 
By heav'n it (hall not be —I'll burft at once 
From dark diifimulation's veil — 'tis now 
The crifis of our fate ! 

ISMENA. 

It is indeed : 
To-morrow's fun lights up the fblemn day 
Of annual facrifice : ftmeoa's name 
Muft ftanJ enroll'd amongft th' ele&ed tmu 
That wait the dreadful chance. # 

TI- 
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TIMANTHES. 

Ifmena's name f 

I S M E N A. 
'Tis fo decreed, — « yet think not that I fear 
To die for Thrace — no, for her country's fake, 
Ifmena gladly would embrace her doom. 
But Phoebus* words demand a virgin's blood 5 
Shall I, a wife and mother, dare approach 
His facred altar, an unhallow'd victim ? 
Thus, if I fpeak or not, I ftill am guilty, ' 
My filence heaven offends* my fpeech the king, v 

TIMANTHES. 

The king muft know the fecret of our nuptials : 

All, all demands is now — for, O Ifmena, 

This very hour perhaps Cherinthus brings 

A rival to thy love — Cephifa comes j 

But now Demophoon urg'd me to receive 

The Phrygian princefs — but, be witnefs heaven ! 

Not all the cruel policy of courts, 

Not the ftern mandates of a king and father, 

Shall e'er diflblve thofe tender ties which love 

Has form'd, and virtue fandifies. 

I S M E N A. 
Alas! 
What can it all avail ! our union .publifh'd, 
Thou know'ft the fentence of the law impends 
On my devoted head. 

TIMANTHES. 

A monarch made, 
A monarch can* revoke- the ftern decree : 
Deijophoon, tho' fevere, is ftill a parent, 



His 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



)igiti2ed by 



Google 



A TRAGEDY. 15 

His kind indulgence {hall avert the flxoke 
That threats Ifmena. 

I S M E N A. 

Rather let it come : 
Too long, Timanthes, haft thou facrificM 
Thy glory to Ifmena — O ! refle& 
How ill the name of Thracia's heir agrees 
With fecret nuptials and clandestine love. 
JLet me embrace my fate — I die with joy, 
Since I, in death, can call Timanthes mine } 

TIMANTHE8. 
O ! fortune, wherefore did thy lavifh hand 
Give my Ifmena every charm, yet place 
Her virtues in the vale of private life ? * 
But be it fo ~ it refts^on me to amend 
The partial error — Thrace, fome future day, 
With joy fliall view her partner of my throne. 
Farewell, my. love, and let this fix'd aifurance *' 

Dwell in thy mind, and calm thy troubled thoughts : 
Timanthes will be ever watchful o'er thee, 
And hold thy peace far dearer than his own. 

[Exeunt feveratfy* 



End of the First Act. 
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i* TIMANTHES; 

ACT.'II. 

SCENE, A fea-pm*. 

Enter Cherinthus, Ciphisa, and Attendants. 
C E P H I S A. 

WHAT means this fadnefs, prince? With filentgaze 
You look and figh, and if With friendly fpeech 
I urge your coftverfe, when you feem prepar'd 
To tell me much* your faultering tongue is mute*; 
Where is your wonted chearfulnefs ? the grace 
That feafon'd you* difcourfe ? Are you in Thraco . 
The fame Cherinthus that I knew in Phrygia ? 
Or is it thus, with melancholy look^ 
You Thracians to her lord cor»du& a bride i * 

CHERINTHUS. 

If my affii&ions bear a fad prefage, 

Chi me, fair princefs, every evil fall : 

My liars can little add to griefs like mine, 

Nor breathes a wretch fo hopelefs as Cherinthus, 

C E P H I S A. 

And claims Cephifa then fo little (hare 

In your efteem ! The time has been —* l * 

CHERINTHUS. 

Forgive 
This cold referve — and yet believe me, fair-one, 
There is a fomething here commands my filence. 
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A TRAGEDY. 17 

C E P H I S A. 
'Tis true, I am a woman, and your fecrct 
Were ill confided to our fex's weaknefs. 
I urge no further — lead me to the palace. 

CHERINTHUS. 
Yet hear — thofc eyes like light'ning pierce my foul, 
And all my firm refolves are loft before them. 

! turn, Cephife, and with gentler looks 
Unbend thpfe brows, while trembling I confefs, 
Tis thou haft roljb'd roe of ipy peace — I gaze 
With rapture on thy matchlefs charms ; I own 
My love is fruitlefs all, that thefe fond wifhes 
Would grafp they know not what : I know that death 
Alone can end my pains, 

CE PH ISA. 

What means Cherinthus ! 
CHERINTHUS, 

1 knew too well I fliould offend — And yet 
The faults of love — t 

CEPHISA. 
Forbear — I'll hear no more -«• 
Is this the brother of Timanthes ? This 
The prince deputed by the Thracian king ? 
And is it thus Cherinthus thinks to guard 
That faith a brother and a father claim t 

CHERINTHUS. 
I own my crime — I know that every tie 
Of fan and brother Ihould forbid my pa&on. J 

Why was I only fingted by Pemophoon, 
To bring thee to Timanthes ? Could I view 
Thy charms, and yet refift ? — I faw and lov'd* 
Each day beheld me near thee, while the name 
Of kinfman gave a licenfe to my tongue ; 

\ . Digi 



•» TIM ANT U£ ST* 

Nor did this name deceive the World alone, 
I was deceiv'd myfeif — that love* which made 
Me figh for ever for Cephifa's pretence, 
Appeared but duty, and a tbodfand times 
I thought to paint the affefiiens of a brother, 
While my too eager fpeech betray'd my owjp. 

CXFHISA. 

[afide.] Alas ! 'twhs not in vaift — Cephira tcb 
Perceiv'd afomething (he would fain diibwn. 

. CH Efcl NTH U S. 
And yet fometimes I felt a flattering hope : 
Methought I oft obferv'd a tender figh 
Steal from thy Tireaft, view'd in thy eyes a fdftnefi 
That feem'd much more than friendftip — 

C £ PHISA. 
; Hold, Cherinthus, 

Thou doft begin to abufe my eafy nature. 
It ill befits the <latighter of Nicanor, 
Affianc'd tp Timanthes, heir of TKfaCe, 
To hear With calomels Aefe iitjuriekis vows, 
At once-dtftraflivtto her peace and fame. 

CHERINTHTTS. 
Forgive me, princete, and I will obey ; . . 

Thou (halt no. more reproach my daring love, 
Injurious to thy glory — Spfte of'ali 
The pangs that rend my heart, tronvi&fon's force 
Dwells in thy words, and I'll no morexrfrend. 
No, I will ftrive to wear die face of joy, 
And kindly blefe my happier brother's fate. 

Enter Timanthes. 
Welcome, Timanthes, to thy native land, 
Fame, the~loud harbinger of thy approach, 
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A TRAGEDY. 1 19 

Has rous'd each Thrawan fa» *> h»l thy pretence, 
And I butjm J*P WWQP voice- 

T i M A » T H E S, 
Receive 
In this embrace, *y thanks^- but fey, Cherinthus, 
Is this the royal fair one who forfekes 
Her country's gentl? (pat tg yifit Thrac?, 
And wi& her beauties gild our rougher clime? 
* CHHINTHUS. 

It is — behqld, while others with applaufe 
Congratulate thy fortune, what a treafiire 
Thy brother brings, to give thee every Wcffinj; 
That love ahd beauty can beftow.— 

TIJtfANTBES. 

Per looks 
Befpeak perfeaipa -- Let Timanthes then, 
Imperial virgin, greet thy f?ve aprival _ . 

From Phrygian happy fcore — Vouchfafe awhile, J 

Cherinthus, to retire' apart — my thoughts 
Revolve fome fecret of import, that claim* 
The princefs' ear ajojie. 

£#JBJM«THUS. 
I {ball obey* 
What can this mean ? But wherefore aft, or whaf 
Avails their «**v#rfe t*> the loft Cheruifta* ? 

[patts afidf. 

TIMANTHES. 

How Aall Timanthes, beauteous princefs, drefs 
His thoughts in apt expreflfcon ? I fhould now 
Pour forth t^e raptares of a heart, deerefed 
To excellencelifce yours <e- but O ! there is 
Fatality in man, and oft when Heaven 
Hdlds out an unexpected bteffing to lis, 
Some myftery forbids '—> 
- Da ci- 
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CEPHISA. 

What would the prince? 
Let not Tiraanthes feek the low difguife 
Of art, the refuge of ignoble minds, 
But boldly, as he meets his foes in battle, 
Speak out his fccret foul. 

TIMANTHES. 
\ _ The (fetefman oft ^ 

Joins with the fpecious plea of public good . . 
Two hearts averfe : our parents have decreed 
An union to thy felf perhaps ungrateful. 
Thy virtues might demand the nobleft heart i 
But fate forbids us ever to unite : ^ 

There is a bar which nothing can furmount : 
My father knows it not, ner muft I fpeak it ; 
Refufe, refufe me then, enlarge my faults, 
And thus prefer ve thy feme, my peace and life ! 

CEPHISA. 1 

'Tis well — my lord — 

TIMANTHES. 

I fee the confekms pride 
Of greatnefs rifing on thy cheek — my prefence 
But addjj to your difpleafure — my Cherinthus, 
The care be thine, with every mark of honour, 
Such as may fuit her ftation and defert, 
Hence to condu& the princefs to the. palace. 

[£*>/. 
CEPHISA. 

What have I heard ! Is this the boafted youth 
Whom fame extols for gallantry and arms I 
And is it thus he treats a virgin, fprung ; 

From Phrygia's fcepter'd kings ! — negle&ed! Heaven! 
And fhall I tamely bear this outrage I 
. , ' CHI- 
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A TRAGEDY. 2t 

CHERINTHUS. 
zamng forward^ Princefs, 

"Whan indignation rifes in your breaft t 
Your looks are chang'd — has then my brother— 
CEPHIS A. 
; Yes, 

I fee your mutual purpoie to betray me : 
Was it for this I left my native land, 
Left the fond arms of an indulgent father, 
To meet with infiilt on this foreign ihore 1 
To bear unmov'd the injury that waits 
Cherinthus' paffion, and his brother's fcorai 
But if Demophoon — ' 

E&tr Adrastus, 

ADRASTUS. 

To the fair Cephifa, 
Our fovereign wifhes health ; the Thracian palace, 
Adorn'd with every pomp, expeAs your prefence \ 
Demophok>n now, as annual rites require, 
SequefterM with the priefts till morning dawn, 
Invokes the powers divine ; mean while he fends 
By me to pay the tribute of refpc& 
Your rank and fex demand, to lead you now 
Where fuppliant crowds attend with duteous zeal, 
To pay their homage to their future queen. 

CIPHISA. 

I thank thee, lord — Cephifa hopes no lefs 

From great Demophoon and her father's friend. 

Cherinthus, let us hence — but ftifl remember 

Thy plighted word j for know, whatever chance 

Subjefts Cephifa to unlook'd for infult, 

Yet nothing from her mind can e'er erafe, 

Such thoughts as fit the daughter of a king. \Exetmu 

SCENE 
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aa TIMANTHES: 

SCENE €b*npt U fa ptrdtn. 
Ism en a alone. 
What would my fete ! — But now Mathufiu* hade mm 
Prepare for Sight — and whither moft I flytf 
What region will receive forlorn Ifapena 
To end her wretched life ! — O ! my Olinthus, 
Muft I forfake thy innocence forfeit • ~ ^ V- 
My much-lov'd lord without aae parting look! 
I fielcen at the thought — 

Enter Timawthes. 

TIMAKTHSS. 

What new diitoeft 
Hangs o'er my love ! tho* diftant from thy fight 
My (y mpathizing • fpirit tnovtrif d with thee, 
And whifperM that thy forrow claimed my aid. 
ISMDNA, 

! no — thy cares are vain — - leave, leave me then , 
Alone to perlfli — the big tempeft fwells 

That foon muft hide me fron* thy fight for eve*. 

TIMANTHJS. 
What means Ilinena ! 

IIMENA. 

I muft quit TimanrJies, 
Mathufius warns me hence - — but now he left me* 
Some dreadful purpofe labouring in his breaft : 
Yet 'ere we gart, to thy paternal care 

1 here commend my child 5 for me embrace him, 
Give him this kife, and wheit his .ripening age 
Can feel compaffion, fell him all my ftory. 

TIMANTHES. 
It muft not be — Timanthes with the wings 
Of love (hall fly, o'ertake thy fleeting peace 
And bring her back to her fbrfaken home* „ 
x i . Soon 
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A TRAGEDY. # 3 

Soon as the morning dawns FU feqk the king, 
With filial jceverence clalp his honour'd knees : 
Dou&tnot, raylovefr butallihallyetbe well!. . . 
£nt$r ^ATHUfs^u^,. .,',,_ 
M ATjH U SIjU.S. _. .... 
Afy daughter, Ht u* hafte^ahtthcfti Timantfin, 
Son of DemophGon^ totttft gra awtal^ 
Thofc feature** oncfc befpokfe thee fciod and brzrt f 
Till now I ever hdd thee fifth*— but fry, 
Is not injufticfc <bmj>*d tiport *hy nature, « r 

And all thy fethcV in thy: htMt— O I 410^ 
Thou'rt ftill the fame— yes, I ted fougfct the*, prince, 
Thy old Mathufiu*, pqce *f vsr^d, in thee 
Had vefted -every rhjo^ rrJ>ut now 'tis paft— 

. J^MS N ^ ; .. . .- k ;, - . •«- 

Alas ! my father, muft Ifaena theji , . ; ... .i 

For ever load a parent's ,bry|aft with a«giufh£ 1 v - j 
Am I t& ■ wheppjr caufe ~ , ' ^:. .,,. ; 

Note'ke&r, Tmiantb^; r" •< 1 
And if thouevar Ifcld'ft MattHiSiis deft*, •../■•. I 

Thygeheroiirhreaft wtfl'feel a fetfcer% pan|s,' 
A father, whom die rage of tyrant <■ power ' "' 

Purfues ttf torn -t-nO * fci/ chiW, ' «ty *hi« < 

< ' : -* ; i-*l A'WTH fi'S. *' r ' ' '' "'' 

Mathufius, fpeak— 'ttaVtheirfftnena's name 
Been drawn to-morroW'4-vittim ? : 

M ATH UST tTS. ' 

* No— -©emophocfr 

Has doomed her fife a guihlefs facrlfice * 
Without the fentencrfof^the fata! urn, 

TIM A N TH E S, 
Condemned to die, the lots of death undrawn, 
All-powerful Gods I — 

: ISM£lf Al 
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" ISM Elf A. 

O fir ! weep not for me^ 
I merit not the tears that ftain tfcofe cheeks, 
Too deep they enter here -^ no, let me bear 
Affii&ion's preffure, till the fainting fenfe 
Sink with its anguiflb, fo Imayj.xetir'd 
From mortal eyefr, indulge my griefs alone, 
Nor bend that hoary head ta earth With forrow. 
T I M A N T H E S. 

It cannot be — Mathufitis, thou'it deceiv'd 

How couldft thou kindle thus the king's refentment 
Againft jher helplefe Kfe ? 

M AT H U S I tj s. 
- : Becaufe 1 fought 

To exclude lfmena from the lots of fate, 
Becaufe I durft produce his own example : 
But now I met him near the temple's porch, 
Encompafs'd by the priefts y with all the warmth 
Of a fond father trembling for his child, 
I urg'd, entreated — but in vain — the king 
Beheld me with pn haughty eye f enrag'd - - . 

My tongue xeproach'd the monarch's partial voice 
That to his fubjeSs, prodigal of d^ath, 
Gave to the bloody knife our Thiractan. virgins, 
While kept ;it diftance frpm the fuffering land, 
His own Arlene fhunn'd the fatal ftroke, 

ISM EN A. 
1 tremble for th* event — i\ot for myfelf, 
But thee, lfmena fears — Ah! wherefore, fir, 
Would you for me rafhly incenfe a power 
Which fovereigns, ever jealous, ftill defend ? * 

What anfvver made the king ? 

MATHUSIUS. 

His indignation 
Rcprcfe'd within himfelf, found little vent 

U 
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A T R A GI D Y: %$ 

In wdrds— at length—" prefumftuous man (he cry'd) 

c< Soon fhalt thou feel that ftill Demophooa knows 

kc How to avengfc affronted majefty." 

Then turning from me fwift, the temple gates 

Receiv'd and fliut him from my fight— fince when 

I've heard that fecret orders have b&cn given 

To feize Ifmena* 

- TIMANTHES. 

Ha !-«-direc"t rae Heaven, 
What now befits Timanthes— [40 e * 

ISM EN A, 

Yes, it dawns ! 
The work of fate now opens* to my view, 
And all muft ,bp reveaj'd-^he finru royfoul, 
And nObly^ meet the trial* [4ftf*' 

TIMANTHB8t'~ 
Is it poffible ! 
In this extreme what coitrfe rerfiains ? 
MAT HUSIUS. 
Befide 
The clifted .tt^ck, mann'd with aohofen few 
And trufty feryants, rides a bark prepar'd 
With fecret care, that will convey us hence, 
To fome far diftant hofpitafale clime, 
Where 'tjs not criminal to be a father, 
TIMANTHES. 
It muft not be— O fir !— 

MATHUSIUS. 

W hat means Timanthes I 
TIMANTHES. 
Ifmena muft not quit the Thracian fhore— 

MATH US I US. 
Not quit the Thracian fhpre !— now by yon* powers. 
That fit in judgment o'er a father's wrongs, 

E • Nq 
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*6 TIMANT HE S: 

No human breath (hall ftay us— hafte, my daughter, 
Prepare this inftant to depart— 

TIMANTHBS, 
Diftraftion ! 
And fhall I then permit— Mathufius, hear, 
Urge not my temper further— well thou knovrtk 
My foul has ever held thee as her beft, 
Her earlieft guide — if I oppofe thee now —• 

MATHUSIUS. 
Is this thy love ? Would'ft thou forbid a fctfaer 
To fave his only child from cruel death ? 

TIMANTHES. 

O no !— thou canft not tell how dear I prize 
Her fafety here— come danger in her worft, 
Her uglieft form, this breaft fliall meettfce dart 
That threats Ifmepa. 

MATHUSIUS. 

We but waftc the time 
That, with deftruftion wing'd, unheeded flies ; < 

Away, my daughter-— 

TIMANTHES. 

Not th* united force 
Of earth fhali bear her hence ~ 

MATHUSIUS, 

Nay then, the fword 
Shall vindicate the rights a father claims, 

I S M E N A. 
, Hold, fir, and hear Ifmena— O ! Mathufius, 
Poft thou apt fee fome fecret labouring here 
Too big for fpeech— thou claim'ft a father's right, 
And facred is that claim, but yet beware, 
Nor let the hafty fword, with thoughtlefs rage, 
Invade a right more facred than your own. 
The prince— how fhall I Ipeak ? 

MA* 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



A TRAGEDY* 47 

MATHU8IU3. 

What new alarm 
Runs thro' my foul !— Is't poflible ! 

TIMANTHES, 
My father, 
For fuch thou art— think not thy brtaft can fed 
Severer anguifh forlfmena's danger 
Than what a hufband feels — 

MATHUSIUS, 
Her hufband ! 
TIMANTHES. 

Yes, 
She is, {he is my wife — then judge, Mathuiius* 
If I could bear, without the fharpeft pang, 
To fee her torn for ever from my fight* 

MATHUSIUS, 
Ah ! prince, what haft thou done ! thy cruel lov* 
Has fill'd the meafure of M*thufius' woes. 
Thou moft unkind ! Is this the recompenfe 
Awaits ray fuffering age ? — Unhappy girl ! 
To tye the fatal knot that ends in death ! 

ISMENA. 

Here proftrate at your feet, permit me now 

To own the fault excefs of love infpir'd : 

And yet you can forgive j for if I read 

Thofe looks aright, refentment dwells m^yhere: 

Nor will Ijplead the virtues of the prince, 

Tho* thefe, my lord, were oft your lip's fond theme* 

While under covert of yon' arching (hade, 

I drank, with greedy ears, his grateful praife* 

MATHUSIUS* 
No more, my child — O ! I forgive thee all — . 
But dangers thicken round, thefe nuptials known, 

Ea The 
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2$ T1^IANTHES} , 

The rigid law (hall feal thee for deftru&ion, 
And mock a father's forrows. 

TIMANTHES, 
No, Mathufiur, 
By every future hour of hop'd-for peace, 
My life Jhall be her Jafe-guard* 

Enter Officer and Guard. 

Officer. 

Pardon, fir, 
If, with reludance, 1 obey the charge 
My fovereign gives — Guards, bear Ifmena hence. 

MATfiUS!US« 
What means this violence ? I 

ISMENA. 

, The lot is caft f 
Come every fpirit that has fir'd my fex, 
Thro 9 the long records of fucceeding time, 
To dare beyond the foftnefe of our kind, 
Now fteel my thoughts — my fortune claims it all ! 
So may'ft thou own, my father, though one fond 
Unguarded hour betray 'd my yielding foul, 
Yet (hall the fufferings of this awful day, 
The little fp^n of life that fate allows* 
Atone for every error. 

TIMANTHES, 
Death to hear! 
Vnband her, flavos ! 

MATHU8IU8. 
Age has not yet unnerved 
Tfcis an* fo far— 

Officer, 
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A TRAGEDY, *9 

Officer. 
Farlear*-«-if either moves 
To give her aid* this dagger drinks her blood — 

TIM ANTHER 
Inhuman villain I hold — 

Officer. 
The royal, mandate 
Shall juftify my deeds — Away. 

ismena! 

Yet ftay, 
A moment's paufe — ftfll, ftill, the woman here 
Is ftruggling in my breaft— my father — Oh — 
I dare no further— [looking at Timanthcs, 

MATHUSIUS, - 

Speak — 

ISMENA. 

Think not, Mathnfius* 
Though black adverfity now folds me round. 
That aught cf anguifh for myielf can {hake 
Thy daughter's mind — No ! I could bear it all ! 
But when we view the pangs of thofe we love, 
The firmeft temper fhrinks, and even the tear 
Of weaknefs then is virtue — Gracious heaven ! 
Prbte&, defend — I would, bpt muft not fpeak — 
Ye powers ! who read my thoughts, fupply th$ prayer 
I cannot utter, and whate'er her doom, 
At leaft, in thofe fhe loves, preferve Ifmena I 

[Exit guardtL 

TlMAVTHBS, MATHUSIUS. 

TIMANTHES. 
O ! give me patience, Gods ! 

M A* 
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MATHUSIUS. 
Earth op#is not, 
Nor lightnings fly to punifh fuch injuftice? 
And {hall we fay Jove "watches o'er mankind ! 
Timanthes, fpeak— for we arc now united , 
In bands of wretchednefs. 

TIMANTHES. 

»Go, good Mathufitts, 
And learn the place to'which they bear Ifmena, 
For fhould I ftrive in vain to appeafe my father, 
Yet love fhall point the way — 

MATHUSIUS 
No— every hope 
Is now extinft, and black defpair (huts up 
The gloomy profpedh 

TIMANTHES. 
* Can the fori in vain 
Plead with a father for his life, his all ! 
O ! 'tis a caufe will call down every (oft 
Propitious power that feels for human fufferings. 
To heal die anguifh of a parent's breaft, 
To calm a lover's and a hufband's pains, 
To arreft the hand of fate, and fave Ifinena I 

[Exeunt ftvtrafy. 



End ef the Second Act. 
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A TRAGEDY- [31 

ACT III. 

SCENE, A royal Apartment. 
Enter Demophoon and Cephisa. 

DEMOPHOON, 

RETURN to Phrygia, princcfs ! Canft thou afk 
Abruptly thus to hid adieu to Thrace, 
While now Timanthes with preiaging hope 
Anticipates the hour, decreed to blefs 
The prince and lover, when this folemn day 
Shall pais, whoferifing light now faintly ftrikes 
The (acred laurels, where the temple's grove 
Receives the dawn I 

CEPHItA. ' 

Believe me, my refolves 
Are fuch as fuit my fex and rank ; die name 
Of virgin and of gf incefs both require me 
To quit the Thracian palace — for Timanthes 
No longer urge-*- 

DSMOPHOON. 

I can forgive thy anger \ 
Nurs'd in the pleafures of the Phrygian court, 
A Thracian's manners may be harfh to thee ; 
Wonder not then if fo Timanthes feems, 
IriurM to rugged arms ; be thine the glory 
To teach him firft the flowery path that leads 
To the calm dwelling of dorjieftic fweets : 
What cannot charms like thine i — yes, fair Cephifa, 
TJiofe eyes (hall thaw the ice around his heart, 
And warm the youth to unexperienc'd love. 



eft* 



Digitized 



'zed by G00gle 



3* TIMANfHES': 

CEPHISA. 

My lord, it cannofbe — as loon this morn 
That fpreads the veil pf forrow o'er the land, 
Might raife each heart with gladnefs* as Cephifa 
Find happinefs in Thrace — at thy command, 
And thine alone, the (hips can quit the port, 
To bear me back to my paternal land : 
Give orders then to loofe the bark, whofe fails 
Muft waft me hence for ever. 

DE'MOPHOON, 

Think not, princefs, 
Demophoon would detain tfcee while thy thoughts 
Revifit Phrygia \ yet permit me now 
'To fay I hop'd far other from the daughter 
Of him, whofe wifiYd alliance promis'd all * 

An anxious king and parent could demand. 
But yet, whate'er thy wilh, till the next fun, 
Thou canft not hence j no veflel from the port 
Prefum$s to rear the maft, or fpread the fail, 
Till this fad da£ declines. 

CEPHISA. 

Since now the law 
Forbids to quit the realm, I muft fubmit 
To breathe the air of Thrace — yet i refpedt 
The friend of great Nicanor — • but remember 
My father's honour and my own j nay more, 
Demophobn's urges me to leave a court, 
Where every moment's voluntary ftay 
Infults my fex's rights, and ftains my glory. 

[Exit. 

Demophoon alone. 
Ha! whence is this ? fure fomething lurks beneath 
That yet I know not — I remember now, 
When firft I aam'd the princefs, that my ion 

Heard 
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A TRAGEDY. 33 

Heard with relu&ance-»fii0uld he difebey*- 
A father's juft wfcntmcnt — bot no more, 
It cannot be — I am aknnM too foon. 

Enter Timanthes. 

TIMANTHE8. 
Where is my king! 

«£MOPHOON. 

, Timanthes, thou art comt 
In happy tiro* — 

» TIMANTHES. 

Dreader, permit your fon 
To fue for grace and pardon — - 

©EMOPHOOtf. 

Say, for whom x 
Doft thou intreat ? 

TIMANTHES. 

Fer an unhappy viffim 5 
Onc^ whofe misfortune is her only crime, 
The daughter of Mathufius *- 

DEMbPHOON,. 
'Tis too late^ 

Her doom is feal'd — 

* TIMAKTHES, 

Grant to your fuppliant fon 
Her guiltlefs life! — 

DE MOPH-OON. 

And darttthou AH1 prefume 
To name her? If thou valu ; ft aught my love, 
Forego thi« vain requefi — . 

TIljIAMTBl S. 

AlasJ my father, ? , 
I cannot now obey you -r? O J- if ever 
iWcdefe^tfapareht'Vteiiderneis, * 

F If 
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&. TIMAN/TRESfc 

If with a bofom feam'd with honeft (cars, 

J have return'd a conqueror to your arms, 

Jf e'er my triumphs in the glorious field, 

Have drawn the tear of pleafure from your eyes, 

Jteleafe, forgive Ifmena — loft, unhappy, 

She has no friend' but me to plead her caufe f 

And (hall (he perifli ! — think you view her now 

In early bloom of life, who never knew 

The thoughts of guilt, ftretch'd on the fatal altar 

In all the pangs of fuffering — think you fet 

The life- warm blood gufh from her tender breaft, 

Hear the laft accents from her trepibling lips, 

JBehold her dying eyes -7- but tjiou art pale I 

Why look'ft thou thus upon me !— O ! my father ! 

I fee, I fee the gracious figns of pity j 

Do not repent, my lord — indulge it (till, r . , 

For never will I quit thefe (acred feet 

Till thou haft given the word to Q>are Ifmena. 

DEMOP HO ON. 
Rife, prince — Almighty powers ! what muft I think 
That with fuch tendernefsthou nam'ft Ifmena. 
Yet mark how far my fond indulgence yields 5 
On one condition I rpcall her.ftlntence : 
Ifmena yet may live, but if the father, 
Impell'd by love, forgets his juft refentmcnt, 
Let not the fan forget the facred ties 
Of gratitude and duty — , . . r 

T I M A N THE S. 
Never, never 
Timanthes fliall forget them, every hour 
To come fliall blefs your goodnfefs for this pardon, 
Which life itfelf were cheaply given to purchafe. ' 

DEMOPHOON. 1 
^Jo, my dear fon, my future peace and thine 
Alk but ope facrifics, and all is well ; 

' " - " J ; \Vhat 
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What haft thou done to offend the Phrygian priricefe ? 

Learn to refpe& my choice in fair Cephifa — 

Have I not felt compaffion for thy weaknefsr? 

Do thou preferve my honour— -think, Timanthes,' 

Nor let the breath of f umour taint my name ; 

Then, let us feck Cephifa, there, my fon, 

Inftru& thy lips to deprecate the anger 

I fear thy fcorn has* juftly rais'd — to-morrow 

We'll to the temple, thither {halt thou lead 

Thy beauteous bride, and at the altar there, 

At once before th* attefting Gods- fulfill 

What juftice claims from thee and from Demophoon.- 

T1MANTHE S. 
My lord, I Cannot — 

0EMOPHOON. 

Prince, thou yet haft heard 
The father only ; force me not to employ 
The king's authority. 

T I M A N T H E S. 
Sacred alike 
I hold the di&ates of the king and father, 
fiut love difdains compuffion — 

DEMOPHOON* 
In the heart 
Of fubje&$> love may rule with fovereign fway ; 
But in a prince, on whom a nation's weal 
Depends, it ill befeems to facrifice 
The goo* of thoufands to the felfifli weaknef* 
That better fits a cottage than a throne. 

TIMANTHES. 

Hard ftate of royalty Hf on fuch terms 
Timanthes muft bo king, take back, ye powers f 
The dignity ye gave — ■% can Heaven decree, . 

F a • Thrf 



Digitized by 



Google 



36 T-IM AST T'H'Efft 

That public virtue never fhbuld refide 

Wkere the foft paffions dwell i Muft be, whofe car* 

Inceflant labour for the good of others, 

Still w*nt that bappineft lie givet to all ? 

DSMOPROOK. 
And darft thou<drefs thy dtfobedience thus 
In reafon's garb, to oppofe my fovereign will ? 
Hence every partial weaknefs — jaft refentment 
Points out the way to reach thy ftubborn heart: 
This darling of thy foul, Ifmena — (he 
Shall pay the forfeit** now I fee full well 
What caus'd thy coldnefs— flie fhall die.-* 

TIMAHTHE S. 

O heaven i 

DEMOPHOON. 

Awayf 

TIMANTHES- 
Yet hear me, fir, — 

DEMOPHOON. 

I've heard too mucf^ 
This day Ifmena dies — 

TIMANTHES* 
Forbid it heaven ! 
Now by yon fkies — 

DEMOPHOON. 

Still doft thou linger here? 

TIMANTHES. 
I go— but (hould *he fall— this defperate hand*-* 

DEMOPHOON. 

Gods ! doft thou threaten ! ' 

TIMANTHES. 

Force me not,-j&y fathers 
To paffion's wild extreme — woujd'ft tbou prefcrve 

The 

id by'Vj 
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A; TUXO E D Y, 37 

The peace of tty unhappy fon, prtferve 

His fame* his all — revoke Ifmena's doom — * 

He anfwers not — that look confirms her death — 

Farewell— but whither, whither (hall I fly 

To flmn myfelf ?— Ifmena's image ftill 

Hangs on my fight, and haunts my tbrturM (bul ! 

DE-M^Hd ON' elmt. 
Where, yhere, Demophooh, is the mighty power 
A monarch boafts, when all infult thee thus? 
Tis time to a&rt my rights — Adraftus ? 

H,lffc f 

Give orders that the viftim be prepare 
This infiant for the facrifice. — 

ADRASTUS. 

Already, 
limena, vefted in the robes of death, 
Expe&s the fatal hour.— I heard the prieft* 
Exhort her with becoming fortitude 
To yield her life a facrifice for Thrace, 
While with a dbwn-caft look the virgin ftood^ 
In all the majefty of fdent woe ; 
And now they vfait thy laft command alone 
Te bear her to the temple. 

D£ MOP HO ON. 

Her misfortune 
Excites my pity ; but her father's bold 
Rebellious infuJts on my crown and fame, 
My own repofe, the glory of my realm, 
Demand her death — the weal of Thrace requires 
Timanthes' marriage with the Phrygian princefs* 
But this Timanthes never will complete 
While (he furvives — this obftatfe'remov'd, 
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The flame of ftubborn Jove fhall foon decay, 
And the raflx youth, who now condemns my power* 
Shall yield obedience to a parent's will. 

[Exeunt* 

S C E N E, An open part of the city. 

Enter Timanthes and Mathusius. 

MATHUSIWS. 

And canft thtou then partake Mathufius* fortune/. 

A willing exile from thy fathtr's kingdom ? 

Think, think, my fon, when-.thou fhalt wander hence, T 

An obfeure fugitive, will then Ifmena 

With chafte endearments, from thy mind erafe 

Remembrance of the prince ! Will not the phantom 

Of royalty ftill haunt thy lonely hours? 

Wilt thou not then regret paternal wealth 

Abandon'd, and a fcepter loft ? 

TIMANTHES. 

No more — 
My wife and fon are dearer far than all : 
Each other good has no intrinfic worth ; 
Opinion makes it great ; the tender feeling? 
Of father, hlifband, are not bred by cuftom, 
Or early thoughts inftilPd from infancy : m 
The feeds are in ourfelves, are with us born, 
Grow with pur life, and but with life expire. 

MATHUSIUS. 
Yet how to fet her free ? Is (he not now 
Encompafs'd by Demophoon's guards i 
TIMANTHES. 

The care 
Be mine to elude their utmoft vigilance : 
Affifted by fome chofen friends, I'll bear 
Ifinena fafe from danger. 

MA- 
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A T»R A OE'Df. ^39 

MATHUSIUS. 

Mighty powers ! „ 
X)ire& our flight — each moment that detains us 
I'm on the rack of doubt — O ! prince, remember 
To thee alone I truft nr*y aU, my jaft 
Renyuns of ebbing life. _ 

TIMANTH *$. 

. Hafte tbeo, J\^diufias, * .••" 

Afcend thybark^ an4 nwr jonxocks, that rife 

Right of tjia port* expert my coming,' thicker 

With all the fpeed tof Jo*e I'll bear Ifmena t * * 

* ' {Ex&nt feveratij. 

'■ • ' -i i - 

SCENE,* s#Vw of an arch leading from tfre city y through 

which the procejjion for the facrifice appear^ jj firfi t the guards^ 

who range themfehes on each fide the fiage ; then a train of 

priefts and virgins : Ifmena, in white veftments, fupported 

by two virgins* adyatifes towards tlfe front of the fiage* 

while the following words are Jung \ the Mufic compofed by 

Mr. jArnold. 

Chorus. , 
Hail God of light ! whofe chearing ray 

Difpels the gloom , reveals the day 9 

And glads the univerfe with all-creating [way / 

SONG, j; by a Priest. 

To hint the pow'r, whofe awful, will '..,.. 
Trembling mortals mufi fulfill* .... 
To him the dreadful altar rear* 
And [well the now till'PAarbusJ?earf 

,', , Cfl qr.us. - r . 

Pbtfkus itar I 

SON' 
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SONG, by a ViaoiH. 
To Ifm.] Sad.viftim ! learn the Jtreke to brain 
That renders Heatfn the life itgerue* 
Andjheds thy blood 4 land to fave! 

Hedr and favt f 

J fc M l* A. 1 
Yet, yet, IftniM, Aratn the bitter dregs 
Of forrowYcup— but foiae few painful momeats 
And all may, Aw be wall* —each Aep I tread 
L**ds me ftiM nearo to the fated Ia»d - 
Wbere I Anil r$ ft in peace — but, O ! fupport 
My fainting fenfe — 'tis he ! whofe adverfe power 
J)ire£ls ftirif "hither, in this hour of terror, 
To fluke my firm refolves ! " 

Enter Ti^akthi8« 

TIMANTHES. 

- Eyes J can it be \ 
l(mena, fpeak— what means this dreadful pomp? ' 

I S M E N.A. 

At length 'tis paft, and ruthlefs death demands , % 
Its viftim — yes, Timanthes, we muft part, 
Demophoon hat decreed my fate — even now 
Thcfe minifters of heaven *eceiv'd the mandate. 
My foul fcem'd more than half releas'd, but thou 
Haft call'd her back to life -^ this meeting wakes 
A thoufend tender thoughts .— 
< 
. TIM ANTJ1K8. 

Ceafe, ceafe, Ifment, 
It wakes diftradion — Ihall I thus 1)ehold thee 
Torn from my hopes •- nofirft— 

I3MINA. 
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A TRAGEDY; 41 



Timanthes -* 



I9MENA. 

Akts ? what means 



TiMA*THES. * 
Ifcver, WhHft I live, HA (tor* 
That oft has moW'd my way difof fehgufoe folds, 
Shall flccp higferiOtts — . [Afri his band tn hisfwotd. 

t 8 M fe N A. 

'Ah!ttha£*fldtfefifrir 
Unmans thy better fenfe -* tfrite trtlt but rufh 
On certain ruin, nor pfefcrve my life. 

TlMANTHUi 
It Ihallbefo — fWcwfcll! [g6h%. 

*SM£HA* 

Some dreadful pufpoft 
Hangs on thy brbtf — yet h£ar me — 
TIMANTHEJ, 
Fate cuts fliort 
lach pjedous ihofntmt -a- ftill I can command! 
A few but trufty friends, whcTe blood *rffi flot^ 
for their Timanthes ■*- g<J Aeh <ufak the temple* 
IT1 fave thee yet, or die ! 

J 6 MBNA. 

Forbid it, heaven ! 
Be calm again — 

7IMANTHE8* 

Be calm 1 — * hnpoffiblt f 
Is thert a p*wer on earth — let ruin come, 
If midft the wreck one treafure ftill is mine f [Exiii 

Manet* Ismbna, Prwfo Vtrgitis, andGutrdi. 
ISMENA, 

Forbear — he heeds we nsA •— Eternal powers! 
frefenre him ftill — for me* my mind has flx'd 

6 i* 
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Its laft refolve — 'tis death, and death alone 
Shall quickly clofe the fcene, and ere the pried; 
Strike in my brcafr the confecrated fteel, 
This dagger (hall prevent the unhallow'd offering I 
So (hall I fall a fpotlefs wife, nor ftain 
The facred altar with forbidden blood ! 
Yet hear me, Phoebus, ftill defend Timanthes, 
And guard him 'midft this whirlwind of the foul ! 
Enttr Cephisa, and Attendant* 
CEPHISA. 
Look, look, Clemene, view a fight to move 
The breaft that never felt the touch of forrow : 
Behold yon' maid, this day decreed to death, 
Yet, midft this awful potnp, fee with what grace 
She moves, while fortitude and beauty join'd, 
Proclaim her more than woman — but obfervt, 
She fees us and approaches* 

ISMENA. 

Pardon, princeis, 
But if I err not I behold Cepbifa. 

OEPHISA. 
I am indeed Cephifa. . . 

ISMENA; 

- Fame that fpeaks 
Thy virtues, tells me, that affliaion never " 
Will pafs unpity'd by thy tender breaft. 

CEPHISA. 

My fympathiiing heart ! — Unhappy maid ! 
What would'ft thou ? fpeak. 

ISMENA. 

The fortune of Ifmena 
Who has not known ? my life will foon have run 
Uj race of -jric/i this ppmp proclaim* me near ' 

The 
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A TRAGEDY. *S 

The wifiVd-for goal, where the freed foul lhall leave 
Her cumberous chains — I go prepar'd to die, 
Nor deprecate my fate — • not for myfelf 
I plead, but for the poor diftrefs'd> Timanthes ! 
To guard my life he courts his own deftru&ion : 
If e'er th' intreaties of the dying move, 
Still let him find in you a kind prote&refs, 
Prevent his rage, or O ! procure his pardon 
For all the frantic deeds of wild defpair. 

C E PH I S A. 
Ill-fated virgin ! canft thou, with the (hade 
Of cruel death already compafs'd round, 
Forgetful of thyfelf, in generous care, 
Pw?U on another's fafety. 

JSMENA. 

Search not, princefs, 
Too deep my bofom's woe — but if thy goodnefs 
Shall mediate with the king to avert thofe evils 
Whofe only fear now weighs me down to earth, 
The bleffings of a wretch, whofe lateft breath 
By thee flia!l leave its care-worn breaft in peace, 
Attend thy gentle fteps ! 

CEPHISA, 

Doubt not, Ifmen«t, 
But every good Cephifa can obtain, 
Shall footh thy parting hour — 1*11 feek Cherinthus^ 
tie, with a brother's warmeft tendereft zeal,' 
Shall calm the ungovern'd fury of Timanthes, 
While I, on his behalf, intreat the king, 

I S M E N A. 
Then ajl is well — and now I've not a thought 
That here detains my flight — farewell ! for ever — 

G 2 And 
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And ovny bappineft te mo dciiy'd* 1 

Be doubled op tfcy head — lead to the tmnpta 

[£*»««* Cephife «auf Anwbmh 

Recitatiyb by a PRIEST* 

Ifow Jlowly lead the folemn train 

To reach the grow and hallov/dfane! 

Here Ifmena falls again into the order of procejfion % while 
the priejls and virgins fmg the following 6horus } as thy 
go out: 

Chorus. 
Phoebus, to thee our choral hymn we raije f 
Each year the land this fad oblation pays \ 
O ! fave at length — defcend with healing graee^ 
And from thy f tour ge relieve unhappy Thrace! 

[Exsuntf 



£»D of the Thirj* Act, 
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A TRAGIT5Y. 4$ 

ACT IV. 

SCENE, The palace. 

CHERINTtfUS, ClPHlSA, Metthf. 

CHBRINTHUS. 

I 'YE fought, but cannot find him, yet I fear 
The worft from his ungovera'd warmth— but £nr, 
Cephifa, h^ft thou. pleaded with the king? 
£ould he refute thy fait.? 

CEPHTfrA. 
Demophoon, fix'd 
Jn his refentment, with averted ear 
Jleje&s the voice qf pity — Hark ! what noife !-*» 

CHERINTHTJS. 
A fecond louder yet — Ha ! or I dream, 
It thickens from the temple's hallow'd grove; 
Adraftus comes diforder'd from the fane; 
Gods ! wb^t prefaging horror fills my foul } 

Enter Adrastus, . 

A D R A 8 T U 8* 
Where, there's the king - ? 

C H E R I NTH XT S; 

What means J\drztbx$ \ whence 
Thofe looks of fear ! 

ADIASTUS. 
. The rites wire riow pnepar'd, 
And nought was wantiflg bo* Demophoon's prefence, 
Wher^ wi*& a dc^^ h^ th* pri^ 

... Prak^ 
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Broke thro* the guards that watch 'd the portal, rufli'd 

With daring footfteps thro 9 the facred dome, 

Drove from the altar's foot the affrighted priefts, 

And feiz'd the viciim — then while fell diftradion 

Storm 'd with unlicens'd rage, I left the temple. 

And flew to bear the tidings to the king, 

Who bcft may quell this tumult. [Exit. 

C E P H I S A. 

Wherefore ftands 
Cherinthus thus,, when now his brother's life 
Hapgs on the brink of fate i 

CHERINTHUS. 

Alas ! Qephtfa, 
I tremble at the thought — what fhall I do i 
Inftrufl: me, heaven, I'll to yon fcene of terror, 
And prove what yet remains to fave Timanthes ! 

[Exeunt fever ally. 
SCENE, outftde view of a magnificent temple dedicated 
to Apollo ; a flight of fteps afcending to it ; — clajhing, 
of fwords is heard. — Ifmena, in the greatefi agitation* 
defcends frdtn the temple, and looks up towards Titnan-* 
thes with tty utmojl fear and ajionijhment. 

I S M E N A. 
Where (hall I fly f — Night ftretch thy blackeft wings 
And hide us from mankind — O ! horror, horror ! 
What demon urg'd this more than frantic deed ! 
My love — Timanthes — Is there yet in heaven 
One pitying God that hears — on me, on me ! 
Now let your juftice fall — but fpare /Timanthes J 
O moft unhappy ! 

Enter Timanthes from the temple, hisfword drawn. 
TIMANTHES. 
Where's my life ? — Ifmena -»» 
Clafp'd in a hufband's arms embrace thy fofety. 

- ISMENA, 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



.- " ismbtna; " 

Alas ! what haft thou- done ? — • 

TIM'ANfH'EV 

Preferv'd Ifinena ! 
j *SMEtfA,r r 
Prefery'd I but h$W. preferv'd ? 

TI M A NT HE S. '"■-"» 
. Difpel thy fears, 
Time prefles — let us hafte — but ha! a guard 
Advances yonder — where ar^ now xay friends ? 
All moulder'd from me — be it fo — this Iword 
Shall fingly force thy way — \going» 

Enter £! PTERIN THUS. 
" ' Cherinthus here ! : 
Art thou too anhM againft me ! * " 

CH ERIN THUS. 

O ! TimantbesJ 
Kriow*ft thou thy brother thus ? Does ibisbefpeak 
My enmity ? [embrace] but' hafte, dfftru&ion now " 
Purfues thee clofe — I came to warn thee hence — 
Demophoon is at hand, j 

TtMANTHESr • 

' . Thou art indeed - * ; 

My friend, my brother ~- 

CHJRINTHUS, ; 

Linger not — awayv # 
While I remain to apppafp the king's rcfentncat. 

TlMANTHfiS, 
Then let us hence — - {g^ n Z* 

Enter on the other fidt Demophdok, Ad*astv$, 
N Orcanes, iV/jtf; *;&/ Guard*. 

P5MOPHOON, t 

Timanthes, (lay! — 
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TJMANTHES. 
My fttber! 
DEMOPHOON- 

Perfidious boy! [GuardsprepereUfurrBkndlh&nt* 

TlMANTltES. 
Let ncme prefam* to approach* 
My life (hall guard Jfineaa* 

I9MEKA. 

Urge not thus 
Thy fate, fee heaven itfelf declares againft thee^ 
Then yield, in pity yield, and (heath thy fwonk 

DEMOPHQON. 

Touch him not, guards, but give his madnels way* 
And let us fee how far it can tranfport him I 
Here let thy arm complete the glorious work 
Thou haft but now begun, here in this bofom 
Plunge deep thy fteel— - thou canft not tremble, traitor* 
To pierce a father with the fame right-hand 
That in their fanes has dar'd infuh the Gods ! 

TIMANTHB6. 
Some friendly mountain, with oVnthdming ibade* 
Hide me from light and from a father's prefence \ 

DEMOPHOOK. 
Why doft thou paufe ? Behold I offer here 
Thy greateft foe defcncefefe to thy fword : 
Now glut the fecret hatred, that fo long • 
Has rankled in thy breaft^- let me Wpunifh'd 
For giving birth to thee — thou want'ft bttf Utti* 
To gain the prize of envy*d wiekedneis j 
The glorious height's in view — it but remains 
To plunge thy weapon in a parent's heart, 
And give thy bloody hand to her thou tov'ft. 
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A TRAGEDY. 4* 

TIMANTHES. 
O ! hold, my father, hold — thofe cruel words 
More {harp than daggers pierce my inmoft foul ! 
Low at your feet behold this guilty wretch, 
Behold this fword, the minifter of rage, 
Now take it, fearch this breaft, and free your fon 
From life, but O ! in pity fpeak not thus ! 

DEMOPHOON. 

Had I not proofs fo glaring of his prefidy 
He would feduce me — but I'll hear no more ; 
Yield, impious, yield, fubmit thy rebel hand's 
To flavifh manacles. 

TIMANTHES. 
[giving up bisfiuord'} Where, where, my friends, 
Where are your chains ? behold thefe ready hands, 
For never lhall the fon refufe to obey 
The mandates of a juft, offended father. 

DEMOPHOON. 

Lead back the vi&im to the infulted god, 
Ye holy priefts, and flay her in my prefence. 

[guards prepare to feize her, Timanthes [notches a Jhvord 
from one of them.] 

TIMANTHES. 
He dies that touches her — off, off, ye flavcs! — — 

DEMOPHOON. 
Difarm him, guards ! [Timanthes is difarmed. 

TIMANTHES, 
[Ti Ifmena.] I can no more defend thee \ 

My king ! my father ! 

DEMOPHOON. 

Leave me ! 

H is- 
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; o TIMANTHES: 

JSMINA, 

Yet, Demophoon, 
Thou may'ft, without refentment, hear the firit 
Ifmena makes, who fearlefs thus fteps forth 
To welcome death — but O ! forgive the prince, 
Whofe partial warmth to affift a wretch's eaufe, 
The glorious weaknefs of heroic minds, 
ImpellM him to this fatal deed — behold 
What deep contrition now o'erfpreads his foul j 
Hear then my laft, my only prayer; complete 
The unfinifh'd rites — lead me to facrifice, 
And blefs me with oblivion ! 

DEMOPHOON. 

I muft praife 
Thy generous fortitude — yes, haplefs maid, 
Did not the powers profan'd demand atonement, 
My pity yet might fave — but duty here, 
And fame fprbid — conduct her to the temple, 

TIMANTHES, 
Shall it be faid I faw Ifmena (lain ! 
At leaft defer her fate — hear, reverend priefts, 
My father, hear — Ifmen^ cannot be 
The victim now requir'd — the facrifice 
Would prove a profanation. 

PEMOPHOON. 

Ha ! what mean'ft thou ( 

TIMANTHES, 

What doe; the god demand ? 

DEMOPHOON, 

A virgin's blood. 
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A TRAGEDY, 5 t 

TIMANTHES. 

Ifmena muft nfct then be led to death, 

She's wedded — {he's a mother — file's my wife ! 

DEMOfHOON* 
What do I hear ! — ■ fufpend the rites, are thefe 
The hopes 1 vainly form'd, perfidious fon ! 
Refpe&'ft thou thus divine and hurtian laws, 
And ddft thou comfort thus thy father's age ? 

2 6 M E N A, 

mighty king ! before your facred feet 
Behold the caufe of all — then from Timanthw 
Avert your wrath* and let Ifmena bear 

The punifhraent ; 'tis I, and I alone 
Am guilty — think that I, with artful wiles, 
Seduc'd him firft to love, that I enforc'd him 
With frequent tears to thefe forbidden nuptials* 

TIMANTHES. 

Believe it not — (he did not — no, by heaven, 

The deed was mine alone — with all the warirtth 

Of unremitted love I ftill purfu'd her: 

A thoufand times (be banifli'd me her fight, 

As often I return'd — I vow'd, intreated, 

But all in vain, till frantic with defpair 

1 menac'd with a defperate hand my life* 

CHERINTHUS. 

O ! fir, if e'er you held Cherinthus dear, • * 
Let me now plead, nor plead in vain his pardon | 
Extend your royal grace, and ! reftore 
To me a brother, to yourfelf a fon. 

DEMOPHOON, 

What means this foftncfs that unman* me thua ? 
Away-*» 

H a !•• 
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ISM E N A. 
Yet hear, my lord — methinks I fee 
Compaffion dawning— O ! look there, fhall he, 
Who once was all your joy, now foil to move 
A father's j>ity? — Is he not your fon ? 
Were not his infant years your darling hope? 
Oft have I heard that, when in arms array'd, 
You fought the foe, you prefs'd his lips to yours, 
And, when you came vi&orious from the field, 
His tender kifs firft welcom'd your return, 

DEMOPHOON. 

No more — I feel the mingled agony 
Of ftruggling paffions labouring in my breaft ! 
But oh ! Demophoon — think thou art a king, 
And let that thought confirm thee — yes, my foul, 
Be greatly wretched, but be greatly juft ! — 
Orcanes, Tee that thefe be kept apart — 
Cherinthus, let us hence, while to the temple 
Thefe minifters of heaven retire to appeafe 
The angry pow'rs J — 

[Exeunt, on one fide, Demophoon, Cherinthus, 
Adraftus, and part of the guards, while the priefts 
afcend the fleps, and enter the temple.] 

Manent Timanthes, Ifmena, Orcanes, Guards. 

ISMENA, 
And muft Ifmena prove 
The bane of him whom more than life fhe loves ? 
h wretcHednefs the dowry which fhe brings i * 

TIMANTHES. 
What (hall I anfwer thee ? — I cannot fpeak ! 
Thefe matchlefs proofs of unexampled love 
But fix new fcorpions here ! — have I not murder'd 
Thy peace, thy all — he*p'd anguifh aqd difgrace 

On 
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A TRAGEDY, 53 

On him who bred my youth to fame and greatnefs ? 
Good old Mathufius ! — 

IS MEN A. 

There indeed I feel 
Diftrefs anew — my father ! — 

TIMANTHES. 

Now elate 
With hope, he waits your coming, but in vain 
The i*eady bark expefts its lovely freight, 
Which, but for me, had hence been borne in fafety. 
'Twas I opposed your flight — I fondly thought 
That even the ftern Demophoon muft behold 
My lov'd Ifmena with a hufband's eyes* 

I S M E N A. 
Forbear to chide thyfelf — and heaven forbid 
My thoughts fhould e'er reproach thee with the fufferings 
That fate decrees us ~ yet thy words have rais'd 
New fcenes of tendernefs — methinks I fee 
Mathufius, with a trembling heart, caft round 
His longing looks, while as the wafting hour 
Declines, his fears increafe, till his poor bofom 
Throbs with an anxious father's fliarpeft pangs. 

TIMANTHES. 
Think pot I can forget Jiis fuffering age — 
Some meffenger fhall to his ear convey 
This day's events — Timanthes ftill has friends 
That love their prince, and feel for his misfortunes. 

ORCANES, 

My lord, Arfetes with difpatch fhall bear 
Your tidings to Mathufius, this the king 
Forbids not, and whate'er Orcanes can, 
Which duty may permit, attends your will. 

TIMAN- 
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TIMANTHXS* 
I thank thee, good Orcanes — lead me haw 
To obey the king's command — farewell, Ifmena) 
And every guardian power defcend to fave us ! 

ISMENA. 
Still, ftill I fear, but ftand prepared for all — 
Yet one refle&ion fheds a healing balm 
On my torn mind, to think I may again 
Hang on his reverend neck — O ! thou whofe goodnef* 
Shall bear Timanthes' greeting to Mathufius, 
Hear now a daughter's voice — tell him, Ifmena 
Waits with a fond impatience to behold 
His venerable face, while joift'd to mine 
His cheeks (hall mingle forrows, as his lips 
Pronounce their bleffing, and confirm my pardon, 
For every anguifh that his age endures. 

TIMANTHES. 
Thou brighteft excellence — and fhall not heaven 
Proteft that virtue it infpir'd — my foul 
Revives with hope-— we yet may meet again — 
Mathufius fhall return; who knows what here 
His prefence may avail — all, all fhall join 
To win Demophoon's grace — once more, farewell 
My life — Ifmena — — ' [embraci* 

ISMENA. 
Words are poor to fpeak 
The tumult ftruggling here — let this fpeak for me 
And fum up all in filence. [embrace* 

Exit Timanthes guarded* 

Manent Ismena, Guards. 

Yes— he's gone! 



And at his parting refolution now 

Ebbs out apace, while in its ftead a crowd 
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A TRAGEDY. 5s 

Of tender images — wife! daughter! mother! 
Olinthus — O ! that lov'd idea ftill 
Clings round my heart — but look Cephifa cornea 
Once more to (tare in fufferings not her own I 
JLntpr Cephha. 

C E P H I S A. 
Art thou Ifmena, flie for whom fo late 
My bofom bled ? And may I now believe 
The mouth of fame that fpeaks thee yet more wretched 
Than when I faw thee led to death, that fpeak* 
Of fecret nuptials, of a broken union, 
And all the woes that wait thy haplefc love ? 

ISMENA, 
Alas ! Cephifa, I am one whom fortune 
Has fingled for her frowns, one whom in vain 
The hand of goodnefs would preferve from ruin $ 
Whom even Cephifa's pity cannot fave — - 
And yet too generous princefe — 

C £ P H I 8 A. 

No, Ifmena, 
As yet perhaps all is not loft — the power 
That watches o'er the unhappy ftill may hear thee; 
Pemophoon has confefs'd that nature's plea 
Is ftrongly for Timanthes, that his foul 
Is rent with paffions, while by turns the judge, 
By turns the father fways : the public eye 
Confirm'd the wavering king ; but now, rctirM 
Within himfelf, the parent muft prevail. 
Then fpeak, O fpeak, and eafe thy fwelling heart* 
Methinks I fee diftradion labouring there ! 
And as but now thy eyes encountered mine, 
The tear, that flood till then fupprefs'd, gufh'd fortbt 
Give words to all the pangs a wife CM fcel, 
To all a mother'* anguiibt 

ISMINAt 
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> I S M E N A. 

* Thou haft touch'd me 

Too nearly there — I am indeed a mother — 
Here, here bis image dwells — and O ! Cephifa, 
Could I but hope, and yet I wrong thy virtues. 
We have a fon, the dear, the only offspring 
Of our ill-omen'd loves — his innocence 
Alas ! is guiltlefs of his parent's de%ds — 
Could I but once more clafp him to my breaft — 
Thy goodnefs might intreat the king — 

C E P H I S A. 

And will 
Ifmena — yes, by all the virtuous grief 
Of fympathy, when for another's woe 
The generous bofom feels, I'll feek Demophoon, 
And urge thy fuit with friendihip's kindeft warmth. 
Perhaps yet more — but reft affur'd, Ifmena, 
Thus much at leaft Cephifa can obtain, 
To give thy little fondling to thy arms, 
To Ihed foft comfort on thy lonely hours, 
To calm thy troubled breaft and footh thy cares ! [Exit. 

Manent Ismena, Guards. 
Conduit me now, where I may patient wait 
What, yet remains to fuffer, while I count 
Each tardy moment till Olinthus comes ! 
And he will come— Cephifa has pronoune'd it — 
My heart already meets him — lead me, friends, 
To prifon J •— no — the mind, ftill uncontroul'd, 
Knows no confinement — to a place of forrow ! 
O ! no — Chat cannot be, when my Olinthus, 
Love's deareft pledge, (hall fmile away diftreft 
Even in the dungeon's gloom — the thought alone 
Wipgs my rapt foul, and lightens every pain ! 

[Exit guarded. 

End of the Fourth Act. 
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A T R AG E D Y. 57 

ACT V. 

SCENE, A pr'tfon. 
hhiES A fcaUdy Ounthus ajkipbykcr, AtUndant. 

I S M E N A. 

ALREADY hufh'd in flumbef !— O! fleep on, 
Dear guiltlefs babe ! thefe rugged walls to thee, 
Are as the coftly arras that furrounds 
A prince's chamber, and the folemn clank 
Of thefe rude chains, is as the mufic's note 
To lull thee to thy reft — Where is my love, 
My lord 'f imanthes ? — Gracious powers ! aflift him, 
And reconcile his foul to life and happinefs ! 
He muft, he (hall — but look, Ianthe, fee 
My poor Olinthus fmiles — bleft omen Aire 
Of his lov'd father's fortune — happy flats. 
Of childifh innocence — ha ! fmile again ! 
Thou dear refemblance of thy haplefs fire, 
His little felf ! — O ! I could gaze for ever, 
'Till all the mother, 'wakening in my foul, 
Would fix me down to life, to life and thee ! 

Enter Demophoon mid Cephisa. 

CEPHISA. 

Behold, Demophoon, where reclin'd fhe hangs ,; 

O'er her young fon ; the f$en\ mourner weeps 
In heart-fejt anguifh — claims not this the tear 
Of fympathizing forrow ? 

DEMOPHOON. 

Yes, Cephift, 
My breaft has caught th* tafedion — and behofti 
Loft in herfelf fhe heeds us not, d# thou 
Speak comfort to her woes. . 

I cr- 
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58 TIMANTHES: 

CEP.HUA. 
[going towards Ifmena.] Ifmena — 

: Ha ! 
Cephifa ! — like fome gifardian fpirit ftill " • ■ 

Thou hover'ft^rbund jne-^-yofrcan grief retire, 

Where goodneft fuch as thine will not putfue? , 

To thee a mother owes this dear embrace \ 

But O ! what do I fee, Demophoon here! 

Ah ! fir, what means this vi fit ? Com'ft thou now 

To give my forrows peace ? 'Tis but a moment 

That fevers life and wretchednefs, and, Oh f * 

Would the fa/ne lips that feal Ifmena's doom, * 

Reftore Tinaanthes to a father's love, 

To life — to pardon — *" " [kneels. 

DEMOP HO ON. 

Rife — 

IS M £ N A. 

Stiil let me kneel, 
'Tis for Timanthes — wherefote doft thou turn 
Thy face to hide the ftarting tear — O ! think, ' ; 
You fee him banifh'd from a father's fight, 
A wretched prifotier — yet, you ,anfwer not — , 
O fpeak ! — Olinthus ! look he wakes — Ianttie, 
Hafte, bring him, he iha<l 'plead his father's caufe: 
Come, little fuppliant, fte,'> BeYnophoon, &e, . 
Mark but his looks, they -cannot : -plead in Vain — 
He is your own, whatever -his mother's guilt*. 
Your royal blood flows in his* iw&M> vein*,.-- -* •.• - ; 
Think that in him your* once-Joy'd fop implores, 
And in Oliixthus now befcold Timanthes. 

-• . : D £ H.0 P tfQO N. 
This is too muck— QA .rife t? my d^Mghter rU% ' 
And in a parent's arms forget ihy ferriage. * 

1 ISM£NAt 
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ATRAGEDY. 59 

; I S M E N A. ' ' * * 

What Ho I hear ! 

" 6EMOPHOON, 
Thy virtues, have aton'd 
For all that's paft — Xinianthes {hall again 
Be thine — Olinthus too — at once we'll blefs 
The hufband and the father! 

CEPHISA. 

Why, Ifmena, 
Art thou ftill filent — iee'ft thou not that heaven 
Crowds every hope Cephifa wifiVd to raife ? 
Aod doft thou yet diftruff the flattering fcene ? 
Difpel thy doubts — . ' 

I S M E N A. 

And ihall I then forget 
Thefe dreams of gifief and terror ! — let us leave 
In thefe abodes the phantoms of defpair, 
And hafte to life* to rapture, and Timanthes ! 

t [Exeunt. 

S C E N E, another part of the prifon* 

TlMANfHEs alane. 

WhyihoulcLwe covet Jife ? What are itecfaarros* •* 

Since all degrees are wretched ? Every ftate 

Partakes of mifery : in infancy 

We tremble at a frown; ,in -ripening youth 

We're made the fport of fortune and of love : 

In age we groan beneath the weight of years: 

Now we're tormented with the thirft of gain, 

And now the fear of lofs : eternal war 

The wicked with themfelves- maintain; the juft 

"\Vith fraud and envy : all our fchemes are ihadow, 

Vain^rm* JHaflve as a-fiek man's dream, 

1 2 yOHg^ 
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And when we but begin at laft to know 

Our life's whole folly, death cuts fhort the fcene. 

Enter Cherikthus. 

CHERINTHU8. 
Where is my friend, my brother ! [embract* 

TIMANTHES. 

Ha! Cherinthus, 
Are thefe the tears due to a brother's death, 
When thus you prefs me with a laft embrace ? 

CHERTNTHUS. 
What laft embrace, what tears, what death, Timanthes ! 
Still live, and ftill be blefs'd — thefe hands (hall loofe 
Thy galling chains, thefe lips {hall breathe the found 
Of life and happioefs. 

TIMANTHES. 

Is't poffible ! 
CHERINTHUS. 

Our father now relents ; the holy priefts 
With due libations have appeas'd the powers, 
And purg'd the fane from facrilegious guilt : 
A powerful advocate afferts Ay caufe — — 

T I MAN THES. 
What tongue will plead for me, a wretched outcaft 
Of heaven and earth ! 

CHERINTHUS, 
Cephifa — 

TIMANTHES. 
Ha! Cephife! 
She whom my fcorn offended I 

CHERINTHUS. 
Not alone 
For thee toe pleads— * She pleads Umena's caufe — 

Tl- 
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A TRAGEDY. 6t 

TIMANTHES. 

For my Ifinena I —breath of gods infpirc 
Her lips with eloquence ! — O ! my Cherinthus ! 
Should heaven propitious now-— but O! I feel 
I A father's anguifh here — couldft thou for me 
; Difcharge his promife to the Phrygian king, 
1 Give, in my ftead, thy hand to fair Cephifa — » 

CHERINTHUS. 

I own my foul has long ador'd Cephifa ; 
I I love her with the tendered paffion, yet 

I muft not hope the princefs e'er will deign 
i To accept my hand : thou know'ft flie came to wed 

The kingdom's heir — 

T I M A N T tt E S. 
Is this the only bar t 
Then flie is yours *— J here renounce my claim 
: To Thrace, to empire* 

| CHERINTHUS. 

I Whither would Timpnthes ! 

i 

> TIMANTHES. 

Away, and feek the king ; tell him, Cherinthus 
Will from difhonour fave the Thracian nam*; 
O ! fly, and with a brother's fpeed return, 
My all depends on this eventful hour ! 

[Exit Cherinthus, • 

Tjmanthes alone. 
i Indulgent power ! methinks my heart dilates 
With new-reviving joy ! fliall I once more 
Without a pang embrace my wife and fon ! 

Enttr Mathuuus with a ffptr. 



v MATH US I US. 
Ttaanthes J O \ ill fated prince ! 
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fct TIMANTHES: 

TIMANTHES. 
Mathufius f 
Thou know'ft not what has chancM ;' the pitying hand 
Of heaven even yet may fave us, bring once more 
Thy daughter to my arms — * 

MATHUSIUS. ^ 
Forbid it nature, 
That thou (houlcKft e'er embrace Ifntena more ? 

TIMANTHES. 
What means Mathufius ? — fpeak T - 

IVf ATH U SI US, 

Fate has unvetl'd 
A dreadful fecret — and Ifmena — 

TIMANTHES. 
Ha! 
Say, what of her ? 

MATH US I ITS. 

She is — Timanthes' fitter. 

TIMANTH £3. 

My fitter ! ~ what delufion 

MATHUSIUS. 

No, Timarrthes, 
Too certain are the proofs* 

TIMANTHES. 
'Tis madnefs all — 
Take heed, old man, my love can brook but ill 
The dreams of doating age. 

MATHUSIUS. 
Unhappy yfeuth ! 
Hear then the dreadful tale — when late for flight 
I gather'd all my treafures to thefhore, 
J found a ca&et, that had lain concealed 

\ E'er 
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A TRAGEDY. 6j 

E*er fince I loft the partner of my bed : 
Doubtlefs thou oft haft heard Barcene bore 
Such faithful friendfhip to the queen deceas'd, 
Our king's firft confort, that the day which faw 
Argea's death, beheld Barcene's too. 

TIMANTHES. 
I know it well — 

M AT H U S I U S. 
This cafket by Afgea ' " ' f 

'Was trufted to Barcene, which contain'd ' ' 

This paper, written by the queen's own hand. 

T I M AN THES. 
What paper? ha! — 

M A T H US I US. 
Now mark the fatal fcroll I [uaiu 

" Ifmena is not daughter to Mathufius, 
" But owes her birth to me and ta Demophoon, 
u By what event her fortune has been chang'd, 
<c Another myftic paper muft difcloTe ; 
" Let this be fought for in thehoiAoM temple, 
" Beneath the footftool of the god. r ..." 

4< ARG£A/ f 

TIMA NT H ES. 
Impofture all !— 

MATH US I US. 
Behold the rayal fignet — •• [gives the papa'. 
TIMANTHES. 
What, fay'ft thou! Oh! [drops the paper. 

MATHUSIUS. 
My prince — 

TIMANTHES. 

Away, Maihufius! * 
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MATHUSIUS. 
I dare not leave thee thus — 

TIMANTHES. , 
I charge thee hence, 
Thou minifter of fate — hafte to the temple, 
And open all this tale of guilt and horror 1 

MATHUSIUS. 
Yes, I «uft go — but O ! ye pitying powers, 
Look down, and fend fome meffenger of peace 
To guard him in this hour of dreadful trial. [Exit* 

TlMANTHES alow. 

Heaven hears him not — a night of black defpaia 
For ever wraps me round— Olinthus now 
Nephew and fon ! lfmena wife and fitter ! 
Detefted union ! horrible to-thought ! 
Fly* fly» Timanthes, hide thee from mankind, 
Thou now muft prove thy father's curfe — behold 
The furies here reviv'd of Thebes and Argos ! 
O ! that thefe eyes had never feen Ifinena I 
What then I deeotfd the violence of love 
Was nature's fecret force — what founcl was that 1 

Enter Dimophoon *»JChe*ihthus# 

My father ! — hide me earth ! — 
Demofhoon. 

My deareft fon, 
In thefe lov'd arms — • 

TIMANTHES. 
Forbear -—no more Deraopboon 
Muft call Timanthes by that tender name. 

PEMOPUOON, 
Perhaps thou know'ft aot— 

TI* 
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A TRAGEDY. «S 

TIMANTHES. 

O ! I know too much —» 

DEMOPHOON, 
I come to chace the clouds of black dtfpair *— 
Thy faults are now forgiven — and once again 
Ifmena fhall be thine — Still art thou filcnt ! 
Receive this dear embrace, thy pledge of pardon — 
But fay — why doft thou fly thy father's fight? 

TIMANTHES. 
I dare not look on thee — 

Enter Ismkna, Olinthus, and Attendant. 

I S M E N A. 
My lord, my hufband I 
TIMANTHES. 
Away and leave me, 

I S M E N A. 
Ha ! what means my love ! 
Are we not one ? Has not relenting fate 
Unraveled all pur forrows ? — this bleft hour 
Indulgent heaven reftores thee to Ifmena, 
And doft thou welcome thus — • 

TIMANTHES. 
Oh ! 

DEMOPHOON. 

Speak, Timanthes— ■*- 

TIMANTHES. 

I cannot fpeak— Ah ! whither fhall I fly 

To hide —- s 

DEMOPHOON. 
Whom fly'ft thou from ? 

K TIMAN 
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TIMANTHES, 

From men and gods t 
From you and from myfclf— to folitude, 
Where my remembrance may be loft for ever ! 

CHERINTHUS. 
f Tis frenzy all ! — Haft thou forgot each name 
That wakes the foul to tendernefs — - behold 
Thy brother here, thy fon — 

I S M E N A. 
Behold thy wife, 
Who thus adjures thee by each thought, that now 
{Should fill thy breaft, to hear and pity her ! 
Or if thy wife muft plead in vain, yet hear 
In this poor innocent the voice of nature — 
What has he done, that thou ihould'ft caft him off ? 
He never could offend — why doft thou (hun 
His harmlefs looks ? — O ! take him to thy bofom — 
Now, by this hand — you (hall not wreft it from me — 
Once the dear pledge of happinefs — . 

TIMANTHES. 

No more—' 
Thou rend'ft my heart— wife, father, fon, and brother, 
Are names of tranfport to a orintf at eafe, 
To me they're founds of horror ! — take, O ! take 
That infant from my fight — his prefence ftarts 
A thoufand dreadful thoughts — art thou not chang'd ? 
Doft thou not fhudder — hear then, wretched woman ! 
Thou art — I cannot fpeak it — O, Ifmena ! [Exit. 

I S M E W A, 
Stay, ftay, Timanthes, if I muft be wretched, 
Thy lips flxall feal my doom — — 

PEMOPHOON. 

Cberigthus, go — — 

Purfuc 
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A' TRAGEDY.' 67, 

Purfue thy brother's fteps, and learn the caufe 
Of this myfterious grief — [Exit Cherinthus* 

ISMENA, 

And is he gone ? 
Did he not caft me from his lov'd embrace ? 
Did he not fpurn Olinthus from his arms ? 
Some horrid fccret ! — O f what art thou*' great 
Myfterious evil ! that in darknefs hid, 
Gives double terror — bat 111 feek Timanthes, 
Nor leave him till I {hare in all he fuffers ! 

[Exeunt Ifm. Olin. and Attendant4 

Enter AufRASTUs* 

ADRASTh, 
The facred pontiff now fequefts your pfefence 
To meet Mathufius in the houfhould temple, 
On fome important bufinefs that fegarfs 
Your houfe's honour, and the kingdom's weal* 

f> E M O P H O O N. 
To meet Mathufius ! — let us hence, Adraftus, 
And learn what yet remains for fullering Thrace. [ExeunU 

SCENE, rbipabee. 

Enter Timanthes and CheriKthus. 

TIMANTHES. 
Away, Cherinthus — Wilt thou follow ftill 
Thefe fteps accurft— wbaft tirodUfti thou more of horror t 
Leave, leave me to my woes — 

CHER!NTHUS< 
O ! yield not thus 
To madnefs of defpair — thou art indeed 
Unhappy, but the hand df fate' alone 
Has driven thee down this precipice of ruin ; 
Thy blanielefs thoughts '^-± 

K % TI* 
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TIMANTHES. 

No more, no more, CherintKus, 

Nought can extenuate have I not deftroy'd 

A father's peace, and ftain'd a royal race 

With blackeft infamy — by horrid love 

Impell'd, did I not trample on the laws, 

And leap the bound, that feem'd by heaven deftgn'd 

To ftop the dreadful union — • has not rage 

Urg'd thefe* deftruftive hands — hold, hold, refle&km — 

Inceft and facrilege — — 

CHERINTHUS. 
Now by the love 
You bear Cherinthus, by thofe awful powers 
That view the foul's recefs, whofe jufHce marks 
The deed of hood-wink'd fate from the black dye 
Of voluntary guilt, whofe pity ftill 
May footh thy future life — ~ 

TIMANTHES. 

My future life ! — 
Shall I then live to aggravate my crime ! 
To love — - for, O ! with horror I confeft 
I cannot {hake Ifmena from my foul— - 
Here, here (he dwells — nor can this awful moment 
Raze from my breaft the hulband and the father, 
It will not be— one way—* . [draws a daggtr. 

CHERINTHUS. 

Hold, hold, my brother — • 
What would'ft thou do ? 

MATHU1IUS. 
[within.] Give, give him to my arms — • 

Enter Matkusius, 

Timanthes ! my Timanthe* ! Oh ! — [embract. 

Tl. 
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A TRAGEDY. 69 

TIM A NTH ES. 
Mathufius ! 
Why wilt thou fare a wretch that muft not live ? 
Away — — 

MATHUSIUS, 
O ! thou art innocent — Demophoon 
Gave thee not birth — but I — I am thy father — 

TIMANTHES. 
Thou ! — gracious heaven 1 Is not Ifinena then 
My filter — 6peak, Mathufius — 
I S M E N A. 
£ entering.] Let roe fly 

To greet him with the found of love and joy. 

Enter Ismena, Cephisa, and Olinth us, 
Yes, I will bold him ever to my heart ! 
Timanthes ! 'tis too much — hence every vain 
And bufy fear that frights thee from my arms ! 
No fitter now — no rigid laws oppofe 
Our union more ; Demophoon has confirmed 
Our mutual blifs, and univerfal Thrace 
Shall now be witntfs to my boundlefc love ! 

TIMANTHES. 
And is it given me then to clafp thee thus ! 
To gaze with guiltlefs tranfport ! — fpeak, my friends, 
Jt cannot be — o'erwhelm'd but now with horrors — 

Enter Demophook with a paper ■, and Adr astjjs. 
O royal fir ! and may I then believe 
Thefe Weft events — and is lflnena fprung 
From your illuftrious race — . and may I now 
Indulge thfe fond Idea — 

DEMOPHOON. 
Yes, Timanthes, 
This has unravell'd all — from yonder fane 

I bri;igf 
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I bring this fcroll, which has di/$rtli'd the (cars 
Which firft Mathufios raised. 

TIMANTH88, 

All-gracious Heaven ! 

DEMOPHOON. 
Thou wert exchanged aft infant for Ifmena 5 
Argea, baffled in her hopes to give* 
An heir to Thrace, firft by Arfene'* With, 
And next Ifmena's, from Mathufius* wife 
Receiv'd, and gave thee to me as her own 1 
But verging on the brink of life, (he left 
A paper with Barcene, to produce, 
If aught of danger fhould attend Ifmena, 
That paper which Mathufius gave thee firft, 
While in the houfhould temple {he difpos'd 
This fecond fcroll which has reveal'd thy birth, 

TIMANTHES. 

Then am I happy ftill — O ! facred fir ! 
Forgive each rebel aft — but 'twas a caufe 
Might furely plead — 'twas your Ifinena — 
DtMOPHOON, 
Rife, 
Come to my arms and be again my fon, 
This cancels all — [embraa. 

GEPHISA. 
[leading Olinthus to him.] See, fee, Timanthes, one 
Who claims your deareft care — behold him now — 
Look how he reaches out his little hands 
To clafp a father's knees, and meet his bleffing, 

TIMANTHES. 
Thy mother's joy ! — Olinthus — 

ISMENA. 

Yes, Timanthes* 
It is Olinthus, whom but late you fpurn'd 

From 
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A TRAGEDY* ^ 

£rom your embrace — you fpurn'dJfmena too — 

And wjll you fliun meftill — no, no, Timantbes, 

I have thee here — my beating heart confefies 

Its wonted gueft — O ' we will part no more I 

Our Offerings paft fhall be the grateful theme 

Of many a future hour — Olinthu? oft 

Shall liften to our talk, and while he dwells ; 

With infant ponder on his parents' ftory, 

Drop the young tear erf pity from his eye, 

Cling to our breafts, and pay for all our forrows. 

TIMANTHES. 
[/<? Cher.] My brother ! ftill that tender narne is outs, 
'Twas doubtlffs heavep infpir'd me to refign 
The birthright I ufurp'd — receive thy own. 

MATHUSIUS. 

Take back, my fete, what now remains of life, 
For nothing niore is worth an old man's care I 

DEMOPHOON. 

Mathuiius, yes — thou ftill haft days of joy : 
Here let oblivion's veil conceal the paft ; 
We both have been to blame — fee in Timanthci 
The innocent ufurper : thus we ftand 
Deliver'd frpm the annual facrifice ; 
Cherinthus fhall fucceed — in him, Cephifa, 
Behold the kingdom's heir — but this glad hour 
Demands that tribute which the tongue of praif* 
Owes to that ruling Power who governs all ! 



Xud cf tht Fifth Act. 

EPILOGUE. 
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I P I t O G U E." 

Wtktcn by GEORGE COLMAN, Efq; 
Spdkcn by Mrs. BULKLEY. 

WHAT horrors fill the tragic poet's brain ! 
Plague, murder, rape, and inceft, crowd his train; 
He pants for miferies, delimits in ills, 
The blood of fathers, movers, children, fpills; 
Stabs, poifons, maflacres ; and, in his rage, 
With daggers, bowls, and carpets, ftrews the ftage. 

Our gentler poet, in foft opera bred, 
Italian crotchets finging in his head, 
Winds to a profp'rous end the fine-drawn tale, 
And roars — but roars like any nightingale. 

Woman, whate'er fhe be — maid, widow, wife, 
A quiet woman is the charm of life : 
And fure Cephifa was a gentle creature, 
Full of the milk and honey of good -nature. 
Imported. for a fpoufe — by fpoufc refus'd ! 
Was ever maid fo fhamefully abus'd ? 
And yet, alas, poor prince M could not blame him-. 
One wife, I knew, was full enough to tame him. 
Ifmena, and Timanthes, and Olinthus, 
Might all be happy — for I chofc Cherinthus. 

But what a barb'rous law was this of Thrace ! 
How cruel there was each young lady's cafe! 
A virgin, plac'd upon the dreadful roll, 
A haplefs virgin muft have flood the poll, 
But by Timanthes made a lucky bride, 
Ifmena prudently di/qualify'd. 

Ladies, to you alone our author fues ; 
'Tis yours to cherifh, or condemn his mufe. 
The theatre's a mirror, and each play 
Should be a very- looking-glafs, they fay; 
His looking-glafc refleas n6 moles or pimples, 
But fhews you full of graces, fmilesi and dimples. 
If you approve yourfelves, refolve to fpare, 
Attd, critics ! then attack him, if ye dare. 

: . F I N J S. ' 
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